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	1. Chapter 1

"-and then I told him to go fuck himself, and THAT'S when he got up from his wheelchair and proceeded to beat me around the head with my own severed arm."

Missy let out a laugh as she and Wade walked down the dingy steps towards the apartment he shared with Blind Al.

It was late and they had just been out for some cheese fries at a diner on the corner. It wasn't a date, just two friends hanging out. That's the kind of things friends did togther, right?

The pair of them were holding hands, their fingers entwined and their bodies close.

Missy turned herself into his spandex covered body, blocking his way, their faces barely a couple of inches apart.

"That is such bullshit, Wade," she said, poking him in the chest with her finger and letting out a smirk.

Wade grinned behind his mask, staring down at her, his gloved hand slipping around her waist and giving her a gentle squeeze.

"It's the fucking truth! I HAVE seen Professor X standing!" he said moving his masked face closer to hers. "I swear to you, that man does not need that chair. He's just trying to get away with priority parking with that permit of his."

Missy shook her head, tugging at her lip with her teeth.

She kept her hand at his chest, staring up into his white eyes, breathing hard.

"You are such a liar, Wade Wilson," she said, pressing herself closer to him.

Wade let out a throaty growl and tugged off his mask.

"Ow, that hurt my feelings," he said shooting her a frown and leaning forwards.

His lips brushed hers and Missy couldn't help but let out a shaky breath as their mouths met.

Missy smiled into his kiss, as he backed her carefully down the last couple of steps. She squealed into his mouth as he did so.

"What?" said Wade in a playful tone, tugging his lips from hers for a second before diving in for a second kiss. "What?"

They both bustled inside the front door to his apartment, his mouths on each other's and their hands trailing along the other's body, giggling like schoolchildren as they did so.

"Well if it isn't Miss Melissa," came a sudden voice from inside the dingy living room, causing the pair to break instantly apart.

Missy peeked her head around the door, to see Al sitting on the sofa in the darkness, listening to Judge Judy on the TV.

She smoothed down her outfit despite the fact that Al couldn't see her, giving a smile.

"Hi Al," she said, trying to stop herself from laughing, as Wade grabbed her from behind. "How have you been?"

"Oh you know, so-so," said the old lady with sigh. "Still blind, so y'know-"

Wade pressed himself against Missy, as she attempted to pull herself from his grasp, turning her head and smiling back at him.

"That's good…" said Missy distracted, as Wade turned her in his arms, staring down at her wolfishly. "…sorry, I mean… that's bad…."

"I haven't seen you in a while," said Al after a moment or two, as Wade and Missy still silently play-fought behind her. "How's have you been since your injury?"

Wade leaned forwards and pressed a quiet kiss to Missy's lips before pulling away.

Missy breathed hard, her heat pooling inside her and pressed a gentle kiss back as silently as possible.

She tugged her mouth away from him and shot him a look, before speaking.

"Good thanks, Al," she uttered as Wade tried to capture her lips once again but Missy held herself from his reach, teasingly. "All better now. Scars have fully healed."

"Shame you can't say the same for that ball-sack with you," said Al in a sassy tone.

"Hey!" said Wade sternly, pointing at Al. "I don't make jokes about your old lady face. Or your overgrown chin hair."

Al frowned, rubbing her chin with her hand, as Wade turned back to Missy, grinning down at her possessively.

Missy bit her lip once again and stared up into his brown eyes, her fingers toying with the zip at his neck.

"Now if you'll excuse us," said Wade loudly to Al. "Missy and I have some urgent….uh….emails to send from my bedroom."

Missy frowned up at him, as he grasped her hand in his, and tugged her over to the door on their left.

"Emails, yeah right…" uttered Al, shaking her head before turning up the volume on the TV, as the door slammed shut behind her.

* * *

><p><span><strong>The next morning<strong>

Missy shrugged on her coat, as she opened the door from Wade's bedroom. She headed into the living room with him in tow.

Threading out her long caramel hair, she turned back to the naked mercenary, smiling shyly.

She blushed as she caught sight of him once again and glanced down at the ground.

She was about to open her mouth to speak when a sudden voice cut across her.

"Morning you two," came the raspy voice of Al from behind them. She was sitting on the sofa, just one seat down from where they had left her the night before.

Dog the Bounty Hunter was on the TV today.

"God," said Wade shooting the old lady a look. "Do you always like creeping up on people, like some black, elderly Batman?"

Al ignored him.

"I'm glad the two of you are back together," she said turning slightly in her seat. "Stops me from walking in on him masturbating every five minutes."

Missy and Wade glanced up at each other.

"Uh, w-were just friends, Al," said Missy, shaking her head and staring over at the old lady.

Al pursed her lips together. "Mmmhmmm…." she said in a disbelieving tone. "Right…"

"She said WE'RE JUST FRIENDS!" said Wade in a loud, irritable tone. "Are you losing your hearing too?"

"No. I heard the two of you going at it like rabbits last night," she uttered in a cool tone. "I might be blind but I sure ain't deaf."

Missy felt her cheeks turning pink and she stared quickly down at the moth-eaten carpet in embarrassment.

"Were you listening to us? Said Wade pointing his finger at the elderly woman before him. "I bet you had a fucking glass to the wall. Pervert!"

"Well, it was hard not to hear," said Al with a shrug.

Missy felt her entire face burning.

"And besides," said the old lady, getting up off the sofa, grasping up her cane as she did so. "I could tell that the pair of you couldn't keep your hands off each other when you came in here last night."

Wade frowned.

"People who are _just friends_, don't act like that around each other," she continued with a small sigh, reaching for her mug that was sat on the table, before bringing it back to the sofa with her and flopping back down. "Trust me."

Missy chewed on her lip, chancing a glance back at the merc to her right.

"I get that you're obviously bitterly jealous," said Wade in a goading voice to Al. "but can you just shut the fuck up, please? For all our sakes."

Missy slapped his shoulder. "Wade," she said in a reprimanding voice, shaking her head. "Look, I need to go, I'm late for work as it is."

She glanced back over at Al. "Bye Al," she called, heading for the door as Wade followed.

"Bye Honey," said Al, turning back towards the TV.

Missy opened the front door and stepped out before turning back to Wade.

"Sure you don't want me to walk you to work?" he said raising his non-existent eyebrows.

Missy glanced down at his fully naked form and smiled. "I'll be fine, I'll just get the subway from the station around the corner," she said parting her lips and leaning in towards him.

He let out a wolfish grin, running a hand down her waist and pulling her into him.

"How about I come by later tonight," he said, his lips lingering near hers. "We could do Netflix and-"

"Chill?" she offered with a purr.

Wade breathed hard and gave a throaty groan.

"Well I was going to say pizza…but chill sounds good too," he said with a hungry growl. "That's what friends are for, right?"

Missy gave a slow nod staring into his brown eyes, as she pressed her lips to his.

Their mouths moved against each other hungrily, as Wade backed her up against the outside wall, pressing his hips into hers.

They pulled away for a split second before going back in for several gentle, open mouthed kisses.

Missy finally tugged her lips away after an age and shot him a grin.

"I might just have to call and say I'm going to have to be a little late into work today," she said breathlessly, as Wade still kept her pinned against the wall. "My friend needs some help with some...…_emails_…so…"

Wade smiled. "Emails," he nodded seriously, pressing small kiss to her lips. "Of course…"

Missy gave a wide, suggestive smile before grasping his hand in her own once again and dragging him back into the apartment and in the direction of the bedroom.

"Uh, you go on ahead," said Wade, letting go of her slender fingers momentarily.

Missy gave him a questioning smile before nodding, removing her coat and heading back into his room.

As soon as the door was pushed to, Wade raced over to Al, snatching the remote from her hands. Before she could say anything, he turned the volume all the way up on the TV, so that Dog the Bounty Hunter was blaring out, causing the entire apartment to shudder.

"You say a word," he said, with a threatening whisper into Al's ear. "I'm warning you, I'm naked and I will tea-bag you."

The old lady merely grumbled silently, folding her arms across herself as Wade strutted back into the bedroom.

"_Just friends_, my ass," she murmured to herself, as the door slammed closed once again.

Luckily for her, Wade was too pre-occupied to notice.

* * *

><p><strong>Please leave a review<strong>


	2. Chapter 2

"I do_ not_ know why I agreed to do this," said Missy with a sigh as she removed her sweater.

It was a Saturday night and the pair were sat in Missy's apartment playing a board game.

"What?" said Wade, who was sat opposite her at the dining table, still in full Deadpool gear including his mask. "Strip-Chutes and Ladders is the best idea!"

"Is it?" said Missy rolling her eyes and folding her arms across her chest. "God, what am I doing with my life?"

Wade grinned behind his mask, rolling the die enthusiastically. "Well, you're 29 and in on a Saturday night with your smokin' hot BFF drinking root beer and getting naked, so I'd say you're doing ok."

Missy smirked as Wade moved his yellow game piece three places. "Saturday night turnt up!" she uttered in a sarcastic tone, as she picked up the die.

She rolled a six and went up a ladder.

She let out a grin. "Come on," she uttered. "Mask off."

Wade give a sulky huff.

"They're your rules," she said laughing. "Besides, I wasn't the one who decided to play strip chute sand ladders with only three items of clothing on."

She cocked an eye at him, biting her lip.

Tugging off his mask he looked at her with a smirk. "Only one now actually," he said leaning in towards her. "I went commando today."

Missy shook her head and let out a small laugh.

"Ok so all I have to do is get another ladder or you have to get a chute and I win?" she said reaching for her soda and taking a sip. "And then we can stop playing this stupid game?"

Wade narrowed his brown eyes at her. "What makes you so sure you're going to win?" he said in a goading voice, leaning back in his seat and flexing his spandex-covered muscles.

Missy smiled. "Well I have-" she counted the items of clothing she still had on. "-four items of clothing left to go and you only have one. So the odds kinda seem stacked against you, babe."

Wade got up and moved his chair around the table, plonking it down right beside Missy. Before she could say anything, he suddenly grabbed the legs of the chair that_ she_ was sitting on and turned it to face him too.

Missy shot him a questioning frown as he leaned in towards her placing his arms either side of her seat.

"Oh, you are fucking on," he said with a growl, picking up the die, his eyes still locked onto hers, and rolling it across the table.

Missy laughed.

"Would you look at that," he said glancing over at the board. "A ladder."

The light disappeared from Missy's face. She gave a sullen 'humph' before getting to her feet and unzipping his grey pencil skirt, letting it fall to the floor.

Wade took in the pale-blue lacy underwear now peeking out from beneath her loose white blouse and gave a husky groan.

Missy merely shook her head at him, smoothing back her caramel hair and sitting back down.

She gave a sigh and rolled the die as it landed on a five.

Missy let out a groan as she moved her counter all the way down a chute.

"You have got to be kidding me," she said, as Wade 'whooped', fist pumping the air.

Missy grinned, she was not going to make this so easy for him…

She got to her feet and closed the gap between them, coming to stand between his open legs.

Wade's lips parted slightly as she began to slowly unbutton her blouse, at an excruciating pace. Peeling it from her shoulders , she let it to pool onto the floor.

He tried to reach up for her, his gloved hand heading for her waist, but Missy pulled herself just out of his reach, teasingly.

He gave a needy groan, his eyes locked onto hers as she sat back down, now just in a matching set of pale blue underwear.

"Ah, ah, ah," she said with a purr, crossing her legs. "You haven't won yet!"

Wade leaned forwards grinning hungrily.

"Oh, is that my prize if I win? I was happy with some food-truck chimichangas," he said in a low voice, picking up the die. "But this is a _much_ better deal."

Missy smirked, but she felt a blush creep across her chest as he stared at her, taking every part of her in.

Wade rolled a two, moving his counter.

"Your turn," he said, a little grumpily, leaning his chin against his palm.

She picked up the die.

"Want to give it a blow for good luck?" he asked raising a non-existent eyebrow. "And you know I wasn't talking about that thing in your hand."

Missy rolled her eyes, tossing the die onto the table.

"Aha!" she exclaimed lightly. "Looks like I didn't need to_ blow_ it, after all..."

And with that, she moved her counter all the way up a long ladder, as Wade gaped.

"Come on, Wilson," she said cocking her head at him. "Strip."

She folded her arms across herself, waiting.

The merc got to his feet, huffing as he did so.

He undid his belt, letting it fall to the floor with a clunk, before reaching up for his zip.

"Go on," goaded Missy, biting her lip and smiling up at him.

In a second he had peeled the spandex suit from his scarred body, flinging it down on the ground beside him.

"You are such a liar, Wade Wilson!" she said shaking her head and laughing behind her hand.

For Wade was not commando at all, at his waist sat a pair of My Little Pony boxer shorts covered in rainbows and stars.

He grinned down at her.

She gave a huge sigh.

"Call it a tie?" she said smiling, as he took her hand and lifted her carefully from the seat.

He leant forwards, his lips brushing hers.

"I'll accept that," he said before pressing a gentle kiss to her rosy lips.

Missy pressed herself closer to him as their tongues met. Wade pushing her back against the table behind her.

Their lips crashed against each other, both desperate for the other's touch…

Grasping Missy by the thighs, Wade lifted her onto the dining table.

She lay back, flush against the table top, as he ground his hips into hers, coming to lean over her.

He ran his hands down her smooth skin, his fingers coming to dance, just above her lacy panties. She pressed herself against him, feeling his burning skin against hers.

Suddenly Missy let out a yelp of pain, and Wade tore his lips away, gazing down at her concernedly.

She scowled before, with great effort, prising the angular die out from underneath her ass.

"I fucking hate board games!" she growled as Wade, laughed loudly, before pressing his lips to hers once more.

* * *

><p><strong>Is anyone reading? Is it ok so far? Let me know if you think it's worth me carrying on. Thanks to FreyaCabanas, Faye, ImmaSlytherout, jayjaybird and ErynLasgalen3791 for revewing the last chapter.<strong>
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	3. Chapter 3

"Oh god, I feel a bit overdressed for this place," uttered Missy in a hushed voice, as she walked into the dingy bar with Wade.

Missy had met the merc straight from work. They had been walking home together when she had started to complain about how she had not been out for a drink in a long, long time.

Obviously beginning by calling her a raging alcoholic, he had grabbed her by the hand and brought her here. To Sister Margaret's School for Wayward Children, a bar that Deadpool frequented from time to time. Missy had never bothered joining him here before, but it was good to get a chance to see this aspect of her Wade's life.

She noticed a couple of large bikers looking up at her as she passed through the bar.

She was still in her work clothes- a charcoal pencil skirt, a white shirt and nude high heels.

Wade however, was today without his Deadpool suit. Instead wearing an oversized hooded sweated, jeans and sneakers. His hood was pulled up tightly around his scarred face.

"You look fucking sexy as hell, so yeah you'll stand out a sore thumb," said Wade, his fingers entwining with hers and pointing to his face. "But no one's gonna care, if you're with me looking like this."

Missy smiled and pressed herself closer to him as they approached the bar.

"Well if it isn't fucking Wade Wilson," came a sudden loud voice.

The pair looked up to see a scruffy looking barman with glasses, beaming over towards them. He was wearing an AC DC tee with a flannel shirt haphazardly thrown over the top and was stood behind the bar, wiping glasses with a dirty rag.

"Weasel, my good man," said Wade in a friendly tone.

"And you must be Melissa," said Weasel, staring over at Missy as she approached, he glanced down at their linked hands. "Wade's told me absolutely nothing about you, so I'm going to obviously have to ask lots of questions."

Missy smiled.

"I heard you got shot," he said in an interested tone. "That's pretty gnarly. Got any cool scars?"

Missy blushed and let out a laugh before untucking her blouse and lifting it slightly to reveal a dark red scar just a couple of inches wide, at her waist.

Wade raised his non-existent eyebrows.

"So fucking cool," said Weasel, leaning over to get a good look, before Missy tucked her blouse back in once again.

Wade pressed a hand to the small of her back, his fingers attempting to dance beneath the fabric of her shirt.

"What do you want to drink, babe?" he said, leaning in towards her and pressing his body close.

Weasel's eyes took in their close proximity and smirked.

"I though the two of you had broken up?" he said with a small frown. "Either way I'm glad you're back together, you make a cute couple, even with his face looking like a giant testicle."

"Uh, we're just friends," uttered Missy with a small, embarrassed smile.

Weasel paused for a second glancing between them.

"Just ignore him," said Wade shaking his head. "He always talks like an ass. So drinks, what were we thinking?"

He turned to face her fully, his brown eyes boring into hers.

Missy chewed on her lip. "Um maybe a glass of wine?" she uttered glancing around at the bottles behind the bar.

"Uh, wine, wine…" said Weasel, swinging around and searching the cabinets behind him. "I swear I saw a bottle around here a couple of years ago."

"Wine? Really?" said Wade shooting her a grin. "How about a real drink?"

"Wade-" Missy began, but he spoke across her.

"Two shots of your finest tequila _por favor_," he said, slamming his fist down onto the bar.

Missy rolled her eyes at Wade, as Weasel picked up two shot glasses and filled them with gold liquor.

Missy picked hers up, catching a drop of the liquid with her finger and placing it teasingly to her lips, as she stared up at Wade.

He gave a grin and leant in close to her. She could hear his breathing shallow in his chest as he stared down at her hungrily.

Lifting his shot glass he clinked it against hers. "Cheers," he said throwing the drink quickly down his throat.

Missy smiled. This this game of theirs was going to get her killed one of these days.

She lifted the shot to her lips and swallowed it quickly, burning her throat as the tequila slipped over her tongue.

She made a face, dropping the glass back down onto the bar as Wade laughed.

….

Thirty minutes later the bar had become a little more crowded with all manner of clientele.

Missy and Wade sat at a small table in the corner of the room.

It turns out, much to Missy's surprise, that Wade was quite a popular guy. In the last ten minutes alone he had had four people come up to talk to him and two of them even asking to buy him a drink. None of them even blinked an eye at his scarred face. Wade had politely declined their offers and gone back to chatting with Missy.

It was as though tonight he didn't even want to bother with anyone else. All his attention was on her.

The pair sat close, their knees brushing as Missy took a sip of her whisky chaser.

"Ugh, that is gross," she said shaking her head. "Next time I choose the drinks."

"Next round is on you, I think that's a fair deal," he uttered with a warm smile. "But I don't think Weasel knows how to make Mangotinis."

Missy shot him a look, biting her lip. She could already start to feel everything around her starting to become fuzzy. They had already knocked back two tequila shots, a bottle of beer and now this.

"It's ok for you," she uttered in a goading voice. "Mr '_I can regenerate my cells at an excelled rate_, _I can drink as much as I want and barely feel a thing!"_

Wade grinned. "Hey! It either costs me a lot of money or a lot of bullets to get me drunk so I like to fucking savour it when I do," he said in a matter of fact tone. "Save it for special occasions."

Missy laughed, taking another disgusting sip of her drink, as Wade watched her carefully, taking in her every movement.

She blushed under his gaze as her eyes momentarily flickered up to his.

Butterflies appeared in her stomach….but Missy shrugged it off. They were just friends now…..right?

It was obviously just the alcohol making her feel this way.

"Want to play some pool?" she asked with a smile, her fingers absent-mindedly brushing against the condensation running down her cold glass.

Wade didn't answer for a moment merely staring at her, a small smile lighting up his scarred features as he did so.

"Yes," he uttered clapping his hands together and jumping to his feet. "But be warned I_ can_, and I _will_ kick your ass. Pool is almost literally my middle name."

Missy rolled her eyes.

"You shouldn't be so cocky," she said with a smirk, getting to her feet as Wade followed suit. "I played a lot in college. It's a great way of hustling free drinks out of people."

Wade let his jaw drop as Missy moved over to grab a pool cue from the wall.

"Well, well, well, I never had you down as the type of girl that liked to play guys for drinks," he said raising a non-existent eyebrow and moving over to her.

His hand slipped around her waist for second.

"Although I very much doubt you had trouble getting free drinks anyway," he said, staring down at her body, hungrily.

Missy shook her head, pulling herself from his grasp and biting her lip teasingly.

"Aren't you every inch the charmer tonight?" she said, leaning back against the pool table as Wade grinned and began to set up.

Five minutes later and Wade was losing badly.

"Are you fucking kidding me?" he said with a groan as Missy potted another ball.

She gave a loud laugh as he made his way towards her.

Her backed her up into the table and gave a fake snarl, pressing her body against the hard wood at her back.

She giggled further as he slid his free hand down her spine.

"If you were getting drinks every time you beat someone at pool, you must have been constantly fucking wasted in college," he uttered in a low voice.

Missy smiled, she felt a heat start to pool inside her as he pressed his firm body against hers.

"Not always," she said with a quiet voice, her lips lingering close to his.

She could feel his warm breath against her cheeks and she lifted a hand to his chest, her fingers gently grasping a handful of his grey shirt.

Wade gazed down at her, before she slowly shoved him away with a grin, moving around the table to try and line up her cue.

"Oh I bet you were," said Wade in a goading voice, knocking the back of her cue as she pulled it back.

She looked up at him with a frown.

"Hey, don't think you can try and cheat your way out of buying me another drink," she said standing up straight and giving a smirk.

Wade came around to her, and grabbed her by the waist and picked her up and inch or two from the ground.

She squealed as he did so, letting out a laugh, causing a few people from around the dingy bar to look up at them.

"As_ if_ I would fucking even try to do that," he uttered into her ear in a growling whisper, causing her to laugh once more.

"Oh, you two are adorable," came the voice of Weasel from the table beside them. He was collecting empties and had a large smile plastered onto his face. "I'm not fucking around, you really are."

Missy felt her face burning.

Wade dropped Missy back to the ground and she gently pushed his hands from her, moving back to the pool table.

"You sure you're only just friends?" asked Weasel. "Because if I didn't know better, I'd definitely say you two were fucking."

Missy gazed down at the floor, chewing on her lip, but she couldn't help but let out the smallest of smiles.

"Two more beers," said Wade, giving Weasel a small shove. "Bartender."

"If you weren't a fucking superhero, and I wasn't high, I would kick your ass," muttered Weasel under his breath as he walked away, causing Missy to laugh.

Wade grinned as he watched her, before he leant over the table to take a shot, raising his cue.

Missy's eyes travelled down his body as he reached over.

"Enjoying the view?" he uttered, without even looking over at her.

Missy smirked. Her cheeks were flushed and body felt all warm and fuzzy.

"I'm going to the bathroom," she said placing down her pool cue. She headed over towards a small door the corner of the room with a pink F painted on it.

The bathroom was a little gloomy inside with peeling paint on the walls and a couple of large puddles on the floor. Missy didn't go into a cubicle, instead heading over the mirror to check her appearance.

She smoothed down her hair and checked her make up. She didn't really know why she was bothering. It was only Wade after all… and he had seen her looking worse than this.

Suddenly the door behind her swung open and in stepped the merc himself.

She narrowed her eyes at him.

"Wade, what the fuck are you doing in here?" she asked cocking her head at him. "This is a girls bathroom."

But before she could say another word Wade had grabbed her tightly around the waist, pressing his scarred lips to hers and manoeuvring her back against the porcelain sink.

She reacted instantly, grabbing at the chest of his hooded sweater and pulling him into her.

His hands travelled down her waist….her ass…. finally landing on her thighs.

With barely any effort at all, he picked her up and sat her down onto the sink, grinding his hips into hers.

They tugged their lips apart, both breathing hard, foreheads pressed together.

"Wade…" she said in a breathy voice. "Someone might walk in…"

He pressed a gentle kiss to her lips. "Isn't that half the fucking fun?" he uttered with a grin. "Besides how many women did you see out there?"

Missy smiled, tracing his scarred cheek with her finger. "Good point," and with that, she took his lips in hers once again.

Wade groaned into her mouth, pressing himself into her, as she felt herself becoming warm and desperate.

She moved her hands down between them, beginning to hastily undo his belt…

"No, no, no," came a sudden voice from behind them as they both pulled apart. "You two are not having sex in here!"

Weasel was standing in the doorway, arms folded, pointing at them.

Missy of course went bright red, tucking her hair behind her ear.

"I knew it! As soon as I saw that the two of you had disappeared, I fucking knew it," he said shaking his head. "Go on, out. Fuck me, it's like dealing with a couple of horny teenagers."

Missy began to giggle as Wade moved off her. She hopped down from the sink and sheepishly moved over to the door as Weasel held it open for them both.

"'Just friends', yeah right…" he uttered, giving them a disbelieving look as Missy slunk past him, a small smirk plastered upon her face.

But Wade paused at his friend's side and shot him a simpering look.

"I think the term you're looking for is friends with benefits…" he said patting Weasel on the shoulder and walking back into the bar.

Weasel frowned, staring after them as they went.

"Uh I think the term _you're_ looking for is DENIAL!" he called after them, before shaking his head and following quickly after them.

* * *
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	4. Chapter 4

"Wade, I can't wear this. It's just so…..…wrong."

Missy stared down at the outfit that the merc had brought around for her to slip into.

She stared down at herself.

"I bet you look fucking smokin' hot," called Wade through the bathroom door.

Missy stared herself in the mirror and tossed her hair to the side. Even that didn't help.

"But it's just so uncomfortable!" she said, tugging at the fabric and giving a sigh. "Is this some sort of weird kink of yours?"

It was something he obviously wanted her in. He had never made the effort to buy things like…well, like this before…

She looked down at herself grumpily and gave a pout.

This was definitely not the kind of thing she would chosen by herself. Obviously they had _very_ different tastes….

"Just come out," he shouted through to her. "I want to fucking see you. I'm getting bored out here on my own."

Missy gave a groan, glancing up into the mirror once more, she fiddled with her hair before finally huffing loudly and giving up.

She slowly opened the door a crack, before stepping out into the bedroom.

"You have got to be fucking kidding me!" she said shaking her head and gaping. "You bought one for yourself too?!"

He shrugged.

"What?" said Wade from behind his mask. "I think it suits me."

Missy looked down at herself.

Wade had been kind enough to bring her back a fluffy onesie, covered in brightly coloured Care Bears.

….And it seemed as though he had also bought one for himself too...

He now lay across her bed, head propped up with his hand, his bright all-in-one, zipped up over his Deadpool suit.

"You bought us matching onesies?" she said shaking her head. "You are so weird. Why am I even friends with you?"

She shook her head, and gave a twirl.

"Because I am the only friend, who will do what I did for you last night…twice," he said, grinning behind his mask, as Missy rolled her eyes.

She didn't bother with a retort, merely heading over to the mirror and peering at herself.

"Come on, you can't deny that this isn't the comfiest fucking thing you have ever worn?" he said, his hand rubbing across the fluffy fabric now covering his crotch.

Missy wiggled about as Wade watched her through white eyes.

"It just feels so odd," she said shaking her head. "You expect me to wear this all night?"

Wade paused momentarily. "Well not aaaall night," he said in a suggestive tone and Missy frowned over at him.

She gave a smirk.

"You really find me even the slightest bit hot wearing this?" she asked coyly, glancing up at him through her long eyelashes.

"Babe, you could be wearing a fucking Colossus costume and I would still find you a fucking turn on…" he said matter-of-factly getting to his feet. "In fact…"

"No fucking way, Wade," said Missy warningly, stopping him before he could uttered another word.

She headed into her tiny living room on bare feet as Wade Wilson followed.

Heading into the kitchen she grabbed them a couple of sodas from the fridge, along with a big bag of Doritos. She ambled back into the living room and found Wade already on the sofa flicking through TV channels.

"We should watch a movie," he said, as she sat down beside him. "Something fucking terrible, like The Phantom Menace."

Missy pulled open the bag of chips a popped one into her mouth.

"Sounds good," she said shifting closer to him.

He lifted his arm and she came to lie against his broad chest, getting comfortable.

Forty minutes later and the pair had devoured all of their snacks and now sat in silence watching their movie.

Missy gave a wriggle.

Then another.

She shifted under Wade's grasp, trying to move within the warm fabric surrounding her.

"Fuck me, can you stop fucking moving about," said Wade in a Playful voice. "What's up?"

Missy pulled away from him, sitting up properly.

"Ugh! It's this fucking thing," she said pulling at the brightly coloured onesie. "It's just so uncomfortable! It's driving me crazy!"

Missy saw Wade suddenly let out a pout beneath his mask. He folded his arms across his chest huffily.

"Fine," he said in an irritable voice. "If you don't want to wear it then don't."

Wade rarely got offended by anything so obviously on this occasion, she had hit a nerve.

She chewed at her lip, feeling guilty.

"I can leave it on," she said, attempting to cuddle up to him once more, but Wade got to his feet suddenly.

"I'm going to go," he murmured quickly, not looking at her.

Missy frowned, standing hurriedly.

"Wade-" she began but before she could do anything to stop him he had marched across the room, hauled open the front door and slammed it behind him.

Missy stood in shock.

That was so unlike the masked merc. He had never been one to overreact in such a way before.

But maybe she had been a little ungrateful.

He had obviously made the effort to go out and buy her something. It had been a conscious decision on his part.

If Missy really thought about it, he hadn't bought her any gifts since they had stopped dating.

This had been the first since then.

It obviously meant a lot to him.

Missy headed back into her bedroom and stared at herself in the full length mirror beside her wardrobe.

She sighed.

It actually meant a lot to her too...

She lov-... well, ...she _liked_ Wade a lot... as friends…. that was all they were now… friends…

Missy gritted her teeth and let out a long breath.

She stared at herself for a long moment before making up her mind...

Throwing on a pair of white chucks she suddenly grabbed her keys and headed for the door.

A second later Missy was racing down the steps inside her apartment building two at a time.

All she had on was her fluffy onesie and a pair of sneakers but right now she didn't care.

Reaching the dingy lobby she headed out onto the street.

She glanced around her. She couldn't see the masked merc anywhere.

But there were plenty of people to see _her._

A couple walked past both giggling behind their hands, staring her up and down. And an elderly lady shot her a disapproving look as she passed by. But Missy didn't bat an eyelid.

She turned right and hurried down the street before turning the corner and-

"Oooof!" she barrelled straight into someone.

Stumbling backwards, she felt a sudden hand grasp her waist tightly, keeping her safely upright.

She glanced up into a red and black masked face she knew very well.

"Wade..." she murmured in a relieved tone.

He gave a wide smile but didn't say a word, merely gazing down at her.

"I'm sorry, I like it," she said pointing down to her outfit. "I really do."

"Really?" he said, his voice brightening. "That's cute."

Missy smiled back at him, blushing slightly.

"But I have to admit," he said placing his fluffy arm around her fluffy shoulder, and leading her down the street. "It does itch like fucking crazy."

"Uh, Wade, where are we going?" asked Missy a little distractedly, glancing around. "My apartment is back that way."

Wade gave a nod. "I know," he said in a happy voice. "I just want the whole city to know how hot my BFF looks in the outfit I got for her."

Missy's cheeks turned pink.

"This is your way of punishing me isn't it," said Missy rolling her eyes, as the heads of passers-by turned to watch them as they walked.

"Oh of course it is," said Wade in an earnest voice. "That, and now I'm not the only one that looks like a total fucking freak for once."

She let out a smile, digging him hard in the side with her elbow.

They pulled apart for a moment before they entwined their hands absent-mindedly, strutting down the street side by side.

The pair did an entire lap of the block before finally reaching Missy's apartment once again. Laughing and joking as they did so.

Missy felt his hand slip around her waist possessively. She began to breathe hard at their contact. He always found a way of doing this to her.

They climbed the stairs in silence and Missy reached for her keys, shoving open the door.

Their movie was still playing but Missy kept her hand linked with Wade's, pulling him into the bedroom.

She turned to him pressing herself against his hard body.

"So can it be _my_ turn to find something a little... comfier to slip into?" she asked, giving him a sudden look and pulling at her bottom lip.

Wade nodded and let out a shallow breath as she pushed him down onto the edge of the bed.

"The red set with the crotchless-" he began, but Missy pressed a finger to his lips.

"If that's what Daddy wants..." she purred into his ear, before heading over towards her bureau and plucking his chosen items from the drawer.

Wade let out a needy groan, as he watched her.

She slipped the onesie from her shoulders, sauntering towards the bathroom, as Wade did the same, throwing his own fluffy garment across the room.

He pulled off his mask and reached up to unzip his Deadpool outfit.

"Ah,ah,ah," uttered Missy still lingering at the bathroom door. She smiled.

"That one you can leave on..." she said, tossing him a wink.

He stared after her in awe.

"What?" she said with an innocent shrug, staring back at his shocked face. "A girl is allowed to have her kinks too. And you, keeping that suit of yours on for tonight, is one of mine."

Wade bit his lip and stared after her, as she disappeared around the door.

"Fuck me," he breathed, shaking his head. "Did I ever tell you how perfect you are?"

* * *
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	5. Chapter 5

"So what are you going to do with all the money?" Missy said, as she and Wade walked down the street side by side. "Apart from buy me burritos and ice cream that is?"

Wade has just finished a huge mercenary job which had seen him come into quite a bit of money. Ten thousand dollars to be precise.

He had celebrated by asking Missy out for Mexican at their favourite little food truck down by the river. It was only a few blocks from Wade's and that way they were able to call in for two large ice cream cones at a booth on their way home.

It was almost 6pm and the nights were already getting darker. They walked closely, their hands brushing as they did so.

Wade gave an easy shrug.

"Well, by the time I pay for ammo and this fucking amazing bazooka gun I've always wanted..." He said in a dreamy voice.

Missy frowned taking a lick of her chocolate dessert. "I didn't even know you had to pay for that kind of stuff. I guess I always just presumed you stole it all," she said, shooting him a curious look.

Missy never really asked about Wade's work. All she knew was that he did bad, bad things for money... Or sometimes just for fun... Which was probably the most worrying part…

"Pfft," said Wade, sidestepping a drip from his luminous blue ice cream cone. He hadn't even bothered to touch it.  
>She knew how funny he could be about lifting up his mask in public and this was another thing she never wanted to address with him.<p>

"As IF I would steal all of my ammo," he said, shaking his masked head. "Ok granted, SOME of it I might find lying around after I've killed a bunch of bad guys. But that's just acquiring. It's not stealing."

Missy cocked her eyebrow at him, giving a smirk. "Suuuure it isn't," she said, unconvinced, taking another luck of her ice cream.

"So what do you want?" he asked after a couple of long moments. His white eye travelling over Missy's face. "I'll still have a couple of thousand dollars left. And apart from a few chimichangas, I won't really need it."

He reached down, suddenly pulling an enormous wad of cash from a pocket in his ammo belt.

"You have all of that money on you?" asked Missy shaking her head and glancing around. " Aren't you scared you might get be robbed at gunpoint for it or something?"

She could see Wade raise his non-existent eyebrows behind his red and black mask.

"I'm 6"2 with a fucking spandex suit and two Desert Eagles," he said patting his two guns as though they were puppies. "I think I'm good."

Missy rolled her eyes. Giving a smirk, she nudged him with her hip.

The pair walked in silence for a few long moments before Wade finally spoke.

"I could get you flights down to see your Mom," he said finally, in a quiet voice.

Missy glanced over at him, her eyes widening.

She hasn't seen her Mom in months. Not since just after she had been shot. And if truth be told, she missed her terribly.

"Seriously?" said Missy, her wide eyes searching his masked face as they turned the corner.

Wade looked at her and gave an earnest nod, but before either of them could say another word. a loud crying could suddenly be heard just a little way up the road.

The pair of them turned to see a small boy standing on his own on the sidewalk, crying his eyes out.

It was getting dark and there was no one else on the grimy street apart from them.

Missy glanced at Wade concernedly before quickly running over.

The boy was only tiny with a mop of dark hair, clutching a little dumper truck in his sticky hands.

"Hi," said Missy coming to crouch down next to him, teetering precariously on her high heels.

The boy looked up at her with chocolate eyes. His face was red and streaked with tears.

"Are you lost? Where are your Mommy and Daddy?" she asked in a soft voice.

The little boy looked scared. "My Mommy got on the bus but I dwopped my twuck," he said with a sob. "And the bus went off wifout me."

He pointed with a pudgy little hand up the street. Missy glanced up but she could no longer see any bus or even any tail lights….

Suddenly she saw a pair of black boots appear at her side, and the little boy looked up the figure beside her with wide eyes.

His mouth opened wide.

"Are you a super hero like Iwon Man?" said the kid, looking up into Wade's masked face.

"Kid, I am so much cooler than that tin man, believe me," said Wade shaking his head.

The boy rubbed his nose with his tiny hand. He looked over at Missy.

"I wanted a Iwon Man doll for my birwfday," he said, clutching at her sleeve with his sticky hand. "But my Mommy said we didn't have any money so I got this twuck instead."

He lifted the grubby yellow dumper truck to Missy's face. She could see it was obviously second-hand most likely from a thrift store.

Her heart melted she looked up at Wade who came to crouch beside her.

"What's your name, kid?" he asked in a light tone, through his spandex mask.

The little boy reached up and pressed his chubby fingers against the leather patch at Wade's shoulder.

"My name is Bobby and I am fwee."

"Three?" said Wade in a shocked voice placing a hand to his chest. "Almost the right age to be recruited into super hero camp?"

Bobby gazed up at him in awe.

"Swuper hewo camp?" he said in a tiny voice, forgetting all about his tears.

Missy smiled.

"First you have to have to choose an ice cream," said Wade lifting his bright blue cone in front of Bobby's face. "Which is it going to be? This super cool bubblegum one or that boring old, stinky chocolate one?"

Bobby looked at Missy for a long moment a little unsure, before turning back to Wade.

"Bubblegum," he said with a serious nod.

"Obviously," said Wade nodding and handing over the cone.

Bobby took it and dove in hungrily as Missy turned to Wade.

"I think the next place the bus stops is around the block that way," she said in a quiet voice, cocking her thumb up the street. "Think we should take him over there and try to meet his Mom half way?"

Wade gave a nod.

"Ok," he said clapping his gloved hands together, causing Bobby to look up at him once more. "So the next thing you have to do to be a fully-fledged superhero like me, is to be really, really tall."

Bobby gave a pout and looked up at Wade worriedly.

"But I am only fwee," he said sadly.

Wade grinned behind his mask.

"Well lucky for you Bobster, this is where I come in," uttered Wade, getting to his feet.

He picked Bobby up easily and placed him onto his shoulders.

"See now you're really, really tall," said Wade in a happy voice. "Just try not to drop ice cream down my-"

But it was too late.

Missy laughed behind her hand as a long blue glob of melted ice cream dripped down Wade's shoulder.

"You ok up there, Bobster?" said Wade with a sigh.

Bobby nodded, his mouth and nose covered in the blue dessert.

Missy smiled again, her heart turning to goo.

"We're going to take you to find your Mommy," said Missy in a gentle tone, looking up at the little boy. "I'm sure she's worried about you."

Bobby pulled the ice cream from his mouth as the trio began to walk down the street.

"We went to the pwawn shop," he said in a tiny voice. "So we could get some money for fwanksgiving."

Missy looked up at him sadly. The neighbourhood Wade lived in was filled with pawn shops and liquor stores. It was a pretty bad place to be especially at night with a young kid in tow.

"I love prawns," said Wade in a light voice, tugging at Bobby's sneakers gently with his gloved hands, causing the little boy to laugh.

Bobby stared down at them both, a puzzled expression on his face.

"Are you a Mommy and a Daddy?" he said after a moment or two. "Are your childwen at home?"

Missy let out a small smile, her cheeks turning pink. She stared down at the ground.

"No we don't have any children, Bobby," she said tucking her hair behind her ear.

She couldn't look at Wade at this very second.

Suddenly there was a loud cry from in front of them, cutting through their awkward silence.

"Bobby, mi amor!" came the loud voice of a lady running towards them.  
>She had tears flowing down her cheeks and her hands were shaking.<p>

She only looked about Missy's age and had on a peach waitress dress under a tired looking jacket. A small grocery bag swing from her arm, definitely not enough food within it for a thanksgiving meal.

She rushed up towards them as Wade lifted Bobby from his shoulders.

The woman ran up and swept up the little boy in her arms.

"Oh baby, I thought I had lost you," she said, bursting into tears one again, crouching down to the floor.

She hugged him tightly, clutching him to her.

"Mommy, this is my swuper hewo frwend," he said tugging at the lapel of her jacket and brandishing his ice cream back at Wade.

The lady wiped tears quickly from her eyes and stared up at them both.

"We found him, he looked a little lost," explained Missy. "He said you'd got on the bus, so we were taking him down to the next stop to find you."

"Thank you," said the lady shaking her head. "I was counting out my change for the bus driver and when I t-turned around he wasn't-"

She gave a sob.

Missy stepped forwards and placed a hand to her shoulder.

"It's fine, seriously it fine," she said in a soothing voice.

"Although we have to warn you," piped up Wade. "He had eaten an entire bubblegum ice cream, so expect him to be bouncing off the walls for the rest of the night."

The lady stared up at them both for a long moment before getting to her feet.

She reached for her tatty purse, rifling through it.

"Please," she said in a desperate voice. "You should take this. It's to say thank you."

She rummaged through, pulling out two dollar bills and a few cents and holding it out towards them.

Wade and Missy looked at each other.

"No, really," said Missy raising her hands. "You keep it. Buy him another ice cream tomorrow. He obviously likes them."

She smiled down at Bobby who at this moment had blue gloop running down his chin.

"Thank you," said the lady rushing forwards and pulling Missy into a hug.

Missy had to gulp to stop herself from bursting into tears as well.

The lady turned to Wade a little apprehensively. Not wanting to pull him into a hug like she had Missy.

He held out a hand.

She smiled and looked a little relived, before shaking his gloved digits gratefully.

There was a slight rustle from her bag as she turned.

"Come on, mi amor," she said taking Bobby by the sticky hand. "We should go, the next bus will be here in a minute."

She shot them one last smile as the headed down the road. Bobby gave them a small wave as he did so, slopping ice cream all over the pavement.

"Bye, Bobster," yelled Wade through his gloved hand.

Missy gave a sigh and clutched her coat around herself tightly as she watched them go.

She took Wade's hand in her own and took a lick of her long since melted ice cream as they strolled slowly across the street.

"I guess I'll have to figure out a good time for me to go and visit my Mom," she said goadingly, going back to their previous conversation, before they had been disturbed.

"Uh, yeah," said Wade, in an uneasy tone. "About that..."

He undid the zipper on his ammo belt to reveal a now empty pouch.

Missy blinked for a moment before beaming up at him warmly.

"I sort of... miiiight have... dropped all of the cash into Bobby's Mom's grocery bag just now," he said in a smooth tone.

Missy pressed herself into him, rubbing at his gloved hand with her thumb.

"Are you mad?" he said in a quiet tone.

She stopped in her tracks and tugged him around to face her.

"As if I could be mad at that!" she said smiling widely.

"In fact," she said, leaning in towards him and positioning her mouth close to his spandex covered ear. "_Daddy_ is going to find out just how un-mad I am, in about ten minutes time."

She pulled back from him, throwing him a teasing look as he growled hungrily.

The two of them picking up the pace, and heading down the long street back to Wade's apartment.

* * *
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	6. Chapter 6

"Come on," muttered Wade, cocking his head. "It'll be fine. Just in and out. Two minutes tops."

Missy huffed. Normally she didn't think twice about following Wade wherever he wanted to go but on this occasion she begrudged following him…..in there.

"Can't you just try calling him again?" she said with a whine.

Wade had been trying to reach Weasel all day but to no avail. They had called into his bar and one of the regulars had tipped them off that he may be here.

Missy gazed up at the shabby backstreet strip-joint and gave a frown.

"Look, I just need to find him," said the masked merc, still in full Deadpool costume, as he tugged open the door. "And you are _not_ waiting out here in the dark on your own. Fuck me, you are hard work sometimes."

Missy stared at him crossly as he stepped back towards her, placed his gloved hand to her waist and tugged her inside.

Missy winced as a loud bassy music hit her ears.

The pair moved down a small corridor and past a large burly bouncer in a suit who merely nodded at Wade.

Did he recognise him?

Missy scowled as two girls sauntered past them, wearing nothing but tiny lingerie, one of them running a hand across Wade's spandex covered chest as they did so.

She felt a sudden anger bubble inside her.

Gosh, what was wrong with her?

They entered into a large room, filled with girls around Missy's age writhing around on poles and climbing onto the laps of drunken men.

"There he is," Wade yelled back at her over the music, pointing to a sofa in the upper corner of the place, where Weasel was sat with a girl on either side of him. "I can spot that fucking nerd a mile off."

Missy rolled her eyes as Wade hopped up the steps two at a time, striding ahead of her. She gave a sigh glancing around as a tall woman with dark brown hair approached her carrying a tray.

"You want a drink, sweetheart?" she asked in a strong accent, her eyes travelling up Missy's slender form.

Missy threw her a polite smile back.

"I'm good thanks," she said nodding.

The woman gave Missy's arm a gentle squeeze. "Well let me know if you change your mind. We can be accommodating of all tastes here," she said, strutting away and throwing Missy a wink as she did so.

Missy let out a breath and turned to see Wade strolling back down the stairs, counting out a wad of cash.

"You came here for that?" said Missy irritably. "Really?"

He glanced up at her, but before he had time to shoot her a retort, a slim woman with beautiful eyes and enormous breasts strutted up towards him.

She had her blonde hair tied up in pigtails and was wearing nothing but a g-string and a peek-a-boo bra.

She immediately pressed herself up against Wade, running her hand down his firm abs.

"Hi baby," she said with a pout. "Want a dance?"

And before Wade could react, she had pushed him down onto the small leather couch and climbed on top of him.

Missy's breath caught in her throat and her heart hammered within her chest.

She could do nothing but watch as the blonde woman ground her hips into him giving a moan.

Wade glanced up at Missy over the woman's shoulder, but Missy merely looked away, her face flushing red.

"As lovely as you are-" began Wade.

"Belle," said the women sitting up on his lap and running her taloned-hands over his chest.

Wade shifted in his seat. "As lovely as you are, Belle…" he started.

But Missy shook her head.

"I'm going to wait outside," she said, her voice wavering. "I'll leave you to it."

And with that, she turned on her heel, without a second glance.

Missy rushed quickly through the club. Bursting out of the door, she stepped out into the cool night air, as the music died away behind her.

She let out a long breath and clutched her arms around herself.

Why was she even mad? It's not like they were together anymore. Wade could do what he wanted…

But she couldn't help the horrible feeling at the pit of her stomach…

Stuffing her hands into her raincoat pockets, she began to walk down the dingy alleyway.

She was only a few blocks away from her apartment and within ten minutes she was climbing the steps up towards her building. She could feel her phone buzzing in her pocket but she didn't bother answering it.

She was about to tug open the door to her lobby, as she heard sudden loud footfalls behind her.

"What do you want, Wade?" she said with a huff, as she saw the masked merc appear at her side.

Missy barely looked at him and merely headed inside, climbing up the steps towards the third floor.

"Whoa there Little Miss Snappy," he said in a playful tone. "What's up with you? I told you I didn't want you waiting outside on your own for me and the next fucking thing I know you'd disappeared."

Missy, gritted her teeth. "I'm surprised you even noticed me with that woman's tongue down your throat," she said before she could stop herself.

She gave a gulp, bowing her head slightly.

Wade jogged to keep up with her. "What? Belle?" he said in a surprised tone. "She was just being friendly."

Missy's eyebrows shot up.

"Friendly?" she snapped. "Really? Is that what you call it? Because I call it giving someone a lap dance."

Missy reached her door, fiddling with her keys before pushing her apartment door open, as Wade followed close behind her.

"I had a wad of cash in my hand," said Wade laughing. "What do you expect? One sniff of dollar bills and strippers are like bees around flowers."

She turned, flinging her coat down onto the sofa and heading into the bedroom.

"Or like flies on-" Missy began to mutter, but Wade cut across her folding his arms across his broad chest.

"Are you jealous?" he said in a low voice, standing in the doorway. "You fucking are, aren't you? You're jealous."

Missy scowled at him.

"I am not jealous," she snarled defensively. "I don't even know why I bother with you sometimes. You can be such a fucking jerk!"

Wade frowned behind his mask.

"I'm being a jerk?" said Wade in an amused tone, cocking his head at her.

Missy let out a frustrated huff.

"Just shut up," she muttered, unpinning her long hair and marching back towards the living room.

But Wade pressed his arm against the doorframe, blocking her path.

"It sounds to me as though you're super, super jealous," he said in a taunting voice, as she shoved him out of her way, pushing past him.

"We're just friends!" She yelled turning around to face him. "I have nothing to be jealous about, Wade!"

She shot him an angry look as he merely stood there and let out a loud chuckle.

"Fuck you!" she said scowling and tossing a throw pillow in his direction.

He immediately caught it, chucking it back down to the sofa. She let out an exasperated groan.

"Ugh, you make me so mad sometimes Wade Wilson," she said looking up at him with sad eyes. "You know what? If getting lap-dances from strippers is the kind of thing that you want, then why don't you just go."

She pointed to the door but Wade merely smirked behind his mask.

Missy was breathing hard, her hands clenched at her sides.

But Wade didn't make a move towards the door. Instead he marched straight up to Missy.

"Fuck me, you definitely are hard work sometimes," he said shaking his head.

"Wade... Wait! What are you-" she said in a confused tone as Wade suddenly picked her up, lifting her easily into his arms.

Missy wrapped her arms around his broad shoulders as Wade smiled at her behind his mask.

"You might be hot as fuck, but you can be so fucking stupid sometimes," he said in a goading voice as Missy scowled down at him, her eyes narrowed.

He gave a sigh

"It's you I fucking want," he said in a husky voice, shaking his head. "Not some stripper. Although...I have a bunch of singles in my pocket if you did want to take your clothes off for me."

Missy slapped his shoulder and let out a long breath.

"I'm still mad at you," she said with a huff.

"Don't pout, baby," said Wade with a low growl. "It makes Daddy want to do very, very naughty things to you..."

And with that he carried Missy into the bedroom, kicking the door closed behind them.

* * *
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	7. Chapter 7

It was almost midnight and Missy and her friends were at a swanky club on the upper side of the city.

It had been a long time since Missy had had a catch up with girlfriends, although coming here had limited that for them, somewhat. With the loud music and the two girls she was with, entirely focusing on finding hot men to chat up, Missy had barely had a chance to say more than a few words to any of them.

She had been on her feet in painfully high heels for the last couple of hours and if truth be told was thoroughly bored.

Her two friends were currently dancing…or perhaps the term should be, _grinding_ against two men, of the dancefloor.

"I'm going to get a drink," mouthed Missy over the loud music to her friend Kate.

Kate glanced over at her, giving a small nod before turning back to her male companion.

Missy rolled her eyes in annoyance before strutting over towards the bar.

She was wearing sky high-heels and a short black dress and still managed to turn heads as she walked. But right at that moment Missy didn't really care about anyone else's attention.

She leant over the bar as an attractive barman sauntered up to her.

"Can I just get a water?" she asked, placing her clutch bag on the counter before her.

As he moved off, Missy plucked out her phone.

She gave a sigh and scrolled through her messages, finally landing on a photo that Wade had sent her yesterday of the two of them together. Wade had his mask on of course, not wanting his scarred face on anything as permanent as a photograph, but it was still a good picture. He had obviously said something funny as Missy's face was lit up mid-laugh.

She stared down at her phone, smiling, as the bartender reappeared, placing a glass of water down onto a napkin beside her.

She murmured a thank you, and continued to scroll through her cell.

Was it too early to make an excuse and go home?

Probably.

But all she really felt like doing was curling up on the sofa with Wade and catching up on some crappy TV show. She didn't even care what they did, right now all she wanted was him…

He fingers toyed with the condensation of her glass.

Maybe she would just slip out quietly before either of her friends noticed. That way she could text Wade, pick up tex-mex on the way home and the two of them could fuck until morning. That to her sounded like a pretty perfect end to a Saturday night…

She smiled to herself and took one last glance over at her two girlfriends, who were both pretty busy making out with the two men they had found.

Missy took a quick sip of her water before picking up her clutch and weaving back over the dancefloor towards the exit.

Missy had a gotten as far as the far wall when suddenly there was loud bang and the bright lights suddenly illuminated the darkened club.

All around her people winced at the brightness and gave loud groans.

"NOBODY MOVE!" came a sudden loud voice, as all around the room, masked men appeared. Each and every single one of them held guns, pointed towards the crowd.

Missy eyes travelled across to a man a little older than Missy with a short untidy beard and stringy brown hair who was stood inside the DJ booth with a gun double the size of that of the other men.

"IF ANYONE EVEN THINKS OF MOVING," he yelled through the DJ microphone. "I WILL SHOOT THROUGH THEIR KNEE-CAPS TO MAKE SURE THEY WILL NEVER BE ABLE TO WALK AGAIN, ARE WE CLEAR?"

Everyone in the club was silent, no one daring to move or even scream.

"THIS IS A FUCKING HOSTAGE SITUATION," said the man in an obnoxious voice. "AND GUESS WHAT? YEAH THAT'S RIGHT. YOURE THE HOSTAGES. NOW FUCKING STAY QUIET AND WE CAN RIDE THIS ONE OUT AND YOU'LL ALL BE ABLE TO GO HOME TO YOUR FUCKING SHITTY LITTLE LIVES."

Missy gave a gulp, stepping back slightly, her head bashing against a small 'break glass for alarm' sign as she did so.

A girl, standing clutched against a tall man a few feet away from Missy, let out a small carrying sob.

"FUCKING HELL, WE'VE GOT A CRYER!" shouted the man, dropping the microphone and walking down the steps, pointing his gun at the girl. She gave a frightened shriek and he marched towards her, pressing the barrel of the gun to her temples. "I don't want to hurt you sweetheart but you're making it pretty hard for me to want to keep you alive."

The girl gave a whimper as everyone watched, not knowing what to do.

"Now are you going to be quiet? Or am I going to have to force your boyfriend here to shoot you through the skull?" said the man in a low voice, snarling at her.

The woman shook her head violently as the man with the gun gave an enormous sigh.

"Shame," he uttered, scuffing at the ground with shoe. "I bet your skull would look really pretty painted across this wall…"

And with that, he removed the safety, his finger on the trigger…

Before Missy even realised what she was doing, she turned, elbowing the fire alarm behind her, breaking the glass as she did so.

A sudden horrendously loud alarm carried across the club, distracting the man long enough for him to lower his gun from the poor girl's head.

"NOW WHO THE FUCK THOUGHT IT WAS A GOOD IDEA TO DO THAT?"

He swung around, his black eyes searching the club before finally landing on her.

Missy gulped as the bearded man marched towards her gun held aloft, eyes raging.

"YOU FUCKING BITCH!" he said, as she backed up, her high heels skidding on the on broken glass beneath her feet. "YOU THINK THAT WAS CLEVER, DO YOU?"

He grabbed her arm and tugged her forwards into the middle of the club, his fingers digging into her skin.

"Oh, I'm going to make an example of you," he spat, as she tried desperately to pull away from him. He waved to a nearby gunman. "Frankie, sort this fucking noise."

The man nodded and moved off.

At that moment Missy's mind was blank. All she could think about was the fear and adrenaline pumping through her veins and keeping her upright.

"You fucking prick," she said in a dark voice as he pulled her through the throngs of people. "Do you not know who you're messing with?"

He turned to her, his eyes black and his teeth bared.

"Oh am I supposed to be scared of you? Look at you, you're just some fucking slut," he said, his grip tightening on her arm and pulling her up onto a podium in the centre of the room as the blaring alarm was finally switched off.

He pulled her to him, pointing the gun underneath her chin.

"NOW THIS IS WHAT I DO TO PEOPLE WHO PISS ME OFF-" he yelled to the crowd, his finger on the trigger.

"You don't want to do this…." said Missy, shaking her head.

The man looked at her. "What exactly are _you_ going to do?" he asked with a deep frown.

Suddenly the entire room was plunged into darkness once more.

Within a second the deafening sound of loud gunshots could be heard all around the room.

There were screams as everyone dropped to the ground, covering their heads.

After a long few moments the final shot rang out.

Missy turned to the man beside her.

"It wasn't talking about me…" she uttered, as a sudden figure strutted through the gloom, parting the crowds as he did so. "...I was talking about him."

Wade Wilson was stood merely a few feet away from her in full Deapool gear, brandishing his guns in both hands. The men that had been standing all around the room were now slumped on the floor all covered in their own individual pools of blood.

"Fuck me, I come out on a simple job, chasing some bad guys and who do I find is their hostage?" he said shaking his head. "Of course it's fucking you…"

Missy gaped.

"Excuse me?" she said raising her eyebrows. "Don't blame me for this! What are you even doing here anyway."

Wade frowned behind his mask. "Like I said I was chasing these fucking tools and they end up trying to hide out in here," he said narrowing his white eyes at her. "I wasn't trying to crash your night. Don't give me that look."

"Um-" began the man still gripping Missy arm, but Wade raised a finger.

"Hold on asshole, don't talk over the lady," he said in a warning voice, his eyes never leaving Missy's.

"You are such an moron," said Missy almost growling in frustration. "You chasing these idiots in here, almost got us all killed, Wade Wilson."

"It still might," said the man to Missy's right, pulling at her violently.

"Uh, you're ruining a fucking moment here, shit-for-brains," snapped Wade turning to him finally. "I'm supposed to rescue her and she's going to run into my arms. Then the DJ will play that song from Dirty Dancing and we'll do the lift and everything will be perfect."

The bearded man looked a little confused for a moment before pressing the gun to Missy's chin once again.

"Not if I put a bullet in her brain you won't," he murmured, dragging Missy from the podium and back towards the door.

Missy saw Wade's face twist into a dangerous frown.

"Nobody puts Baby in a corner," he said raising his guns.

He fired both at once and before the bearded man could even react, two bullets had pieced him through the skull, showering Missy's skin and caramel hair in a spray of ruby red blood.

She stumbled away as the man slumped down to the ground and the large gun hit the ground with a clatter.

Missy stood there, covered in blood and unable to move, as Wade strutted over, chest puffed out.

She could see that he was grinning behind his mask.

"So how about that dance?" he said holding out a gloved hand for her to take. "Hit it DJ!"

But there was no one anywhere near the DJ booth to even play a track, let alone that one.

All around them people stared over at them. Missy knew he friends were somewhere within the crowd.

Missy did not take Wade's hand, she merely shoved her clutch bag into his stomach hard, causing him to double over slightly.

"I'm going home to take a fucking shower," she mumbled, tossing her bloodied hair from her face and gritted her teeth. She shoved past Wade. "And when I get out of said shower, I want Tex-Mex and for you to fuck me. Are we clear?"

Wade stared after her longingly as she walked, his tongue practically falling out of his mouth.

"Oh, baby,I think you need to be held hostage more often…" he uttered hungrily, before stalking along after her, leaving both Missy's friends and all the other club-goers gaping after them…

* * *

><p><strong>Only a short chapter. Hope you liked it.<strong>

**Please review! :)**


	8. Chapter 8

Missy stepped out from the elevator, a huge pile of papers in her hands.

It was a Wednesday and Missy had just come from two back-to-back, early morning meetings and now had a pile of paperwork she needed to file.

She needed a coffee and desperately, but so far she hadn't even had the time.

Wade had kept her up half the night, partly for sex and partly because he would not shut up, which was of course, so typical of him.

Now she was exhausted. She had been running late so hadn't even had the chance to make herself a drink and worse of all, she had forgotten her lunch in the fridge at home, which meant her entire lunch break would be taken up by queuing at the deli across the street.

So far, to say she was having a crappy day was an understatement. If she could just get through this paperwork, everything would be ok. She definitely did not need any more distractions…

She turned the corner, barely looking where she was going and barrelled straight into someone. Sending the papers she was holding, flying everywhere.

"Fuck…" she murmured, teetering backward on her high heels, just as a swift hand caught her around the middle.

She looked up frowning, half expecting it to be Wade, but instead, stood before her, was Steve Rogers dressed in full Captain America costume, boots and all.

"Apologies Ma'am," he said curtly, doing a double take as he stared down at her.

It took him a long moment to remove his hand.

"It's Melissa, isn't it?" he said with a half frown, obviously recognising her from his numerous run-ins with Wade.

Missy crouched down, beginning to pick up the papers that covered the floor, as Steve followed suit.

"Most people just call me Missy," she said with a small smile.

The Cap paused in what he was doing, staring up into her face.

There was a long moment's silence.

"So are you and Wilson still…" he said in a quiet voice, heaving up the stack of paperwork and getting to his feet.

Missy gave a small gulp as he held a hand out for her to take, lifting her to her feet once more.

"We're just friends," she murmured glancing down, her heart plummeting into her stomach as she spoke.

Steve gave a nod. "Where do you want these?" he said a little awkwardly, gesturing to the files in his hands.

Missy shook herself. "Sorry…" she mumbled. "My desk is just over here."

The pair of them strolled across the room together as several of her workmates looked up curiously. It obviously looked as though she had a type.

"Sorry for barging into you like that," said Missy after a few seconds. "I'm just having the busiest day. I haven't even had time to stop and think."

Steve smiled.

"Oh, we all get days like that, just last week I was chasing some HYDRA operatives across the Alps. It took me until the end of the mission to finally realise that I hadn't eaten anything in three days," he said in a charming voice, looking over at her. "You should make sure you take a break though…"

Missy sighed. "God, I wish I could," she said shaking her head. "I'm just swamped at the moment, I haven't even had a chance to grab anything to drink today."

They reached her cubicle and Missy plonked the stack of papers down onto her perspex desk.

Steve looked over at her.

"Let me go and grab you a coffee…" he said, placing his larger stack down on top of hers and Missy slumped tiredly into her swivel chair.

She blushed, gazing up at the tall superhero. "No, it's fine, really… I'm sure you've got enough to be doing…"" she said instantly, shaking her head.

"I insist," he uttered throwing her a dashing smile. "As a way of an apology for knocking into you like that."

Missy looked up at him a little uncertainly as he walked away, throwing her a look over his shoulder as he did so.

As soon as he had disappeared around the corner, however, Missy slumped down against her desk, placing her forehead flush to her big pile of paperwork.

"Hey there, sugar-buns," came a sudden loud voice at her side, less than a couple of seconds later, breaking her from her stupor.

Missy jumped in fright, looking up to see Wade stood beside her, holding a large paper bag. He was head to toe in red spandex as usual, but she could tell he was smirking behind his mask.

Had he seen her with Steve?

"Well, don't look so pleased to see me?" he said in a sarcastic tone. "And after I brought you lunch too. No, don't worry don't get up or anything."

Missy rolled her eyes, as Wade sat up on the desk beside her.

"I bought us pretty much the best chimichangas in town," he uttered fishing inside his bag and pulling out the foil wrapped delicacies and plonking them down on top of her paperwork. "And then I thought I could get you to play hooky this afternoon and we could go play some Skeeball down at the games arcade on the corner of fourth."

Missy stared up at him and shook her head.

"I'm sorry baby, I'm swamped," she said in a quiet tone. "Another time, yeah?"

Wade folded his arms across himself.

"Oh I get it, too busy to spend time with your BFF," he said in a low, playful voice. "I should have known that you getting a job up here would mean you'll try ditching me and start hanging out with the Avengers instead-"

"Hey Missy, I didn't know whether you took sugar, so I-" came a sudden voice to her right, as Wade Wilson gazed up.

Missy paled.

Steve Rogers was stood just a few feet away from them, a large cup of coffee in his hand, staring over at the masked merc beside her.

Wade gave an audible gasp behind his red mask, looking back and forth between the pair.

People around the office suddenly stopped what they were doing to stare over the trio.

"Oh, ohhhh," Wade said, hopping down from the desk, raising his gloved hand and pointing at the two of them. "I see how this is! I'm gone for one morning and you ditch me for old popsicle balls."

Missy closed her eyes. Oh this was going to be painful.

"Wade-" she began, but he cut across her.

"Oh no, no, don't you start making excuses," he said in a loud voice, raising his hand to his head dramatically. "You just use me for sex and then you go after the next guy in spandex tights."

Missy cringed internally.

"Hey," said Steve, his jaw set. "I was merely bringing the lady a coffee. Besides you are not supposed to be in here, Wilson. This whole building is restricted access."

Wade turned to the Captain, narrowing his white eyes.

"It is?" he said in a faux surprised tone. "No one cared to tell me that when I was busy shimming up your elevator shaft."

Steve frowned darkly. "Missy is working, so I think it would be best if you were to get off of SHEILD property and leave her to it," he said in a firm voice. "She does not need your distractions."

Wade took a step towards Steve, cocking his head. "Oh and you think she needs _your_ distractions?" he said in a dangerous voice. "First it'll be a simple cup of joe and then you'll ask her to come take a tour of your superhero lair. And by next week, you'll be parading her around on your arm like that fucking star-spangled shield of yours."

"Oh yeah?" said Steve angrily. "Well I'd still be a better choice for her than you'd ever be, Wilson."

Missy could have sworn she heard Wade growl behind his mask. "One cup of coffee does not make you're her fucking husband-to-be, _Cap_."

Missy scowled, getting to her feet and coming to stand between the two men.

"Jeez," she said loudly. "Can you two just shut the fuck up and leave me to get on with my work! God, call yourselves superheroes? It's like dealing with fucking children sometimes."

She turned to Steve. "Thank you for the coffee," she uttered simply. "And Wade thank you for lunch. But now can you both just fuck off and leave me to it."

And with that she sat back down onto her seat, turning away from the two spandex covered men and pulling her enormous pile of papers towards her.

The pair merely stared at her for a long moment, their mouths slightly agape.

Before both of them finally turned on their heel heading for the elevator.

"Women, ey?" said Wade with a shrug.

"Yeah…" uttered Steve, his eyebrows still in his hairline, shaking his head as he walked.

Wade turned to look at him.

"Hey, Cap," he said, grinning behind his mask. "You up for a game of skeeball?"

* * *

><p><strong>I am so happy so many of you liked the last chapter. I wrote it on my lunch break which makes me so surprised at how much you all enjoyed it. <strong>

**Please review! :)**


	9. Chapter 9

"Wade, I'm really not feeling too great," uttered Missy, as they stepped off the from the ferris-wheel.

It was Valentine's Day, and without really making any firm plans with each other, Missy and Wade had decided to spend the day at the fairground down at the pier.

Not that it was a date or anything. Of course not… just two friends hanging out… that's all it was… right?

But Missy had seen so little of the masked merc over the past few days (he had been off somewhere annoying off the Avengers from what she could gather) that she had jumped at the chance to spend some time with him.

Wade, dressed in head to toe spandex, threw his arm haphazardly around her middle and pulled her into him as they walked.

"I think a couple of corn dogs and a stick of cotton candy will make you feel better," he said giving her a squeeze.

But Missy merely looked up at him, paling.

She had had a pounding headache for the past three days and as much as she enjoyed hanging out with Wade, today her heart was just not in it.

"And, if you're a good girl for Daddy, maybe I'll win you one of those giant dinosaurs from that shooting game over there," he said nodding his head over towards a brightly lit stall. He leaned in towards her, whispering into her ear. "The trick is to use real bullets."

And with that he patted the two Desert Eagles at his side.

Missy rolled her eyes.

"You just want the dinosaur for yourself don't you?" she uttered with a sigh.

"Ok, yeah….maybe…" he said with a light-heated shrug. "…..But it's only because I don't want you confusing it with your real Valentine's gift!"

Missy looked up at him interestedly. "Oh yeah and what's that?" she asked cocking her head.

"Now _that_ is a surprise, but I will give you a clue," he said, pointing his gloved fingers at his crotch. "It starts with 'super' and ends with 'enis'."

He shot her a wide grin behind his mask, but Missy merely shook her head.

"Idiot," she murmured under her breath.

"Seriously though," he said his fingers dancing their way along her waist, trying to find bare skin. "I do have a Valentine's surprise for you."

Missy threw him a small smile as she let out a long breath. Her head was beginning to spin slightly.

"Do _friends_ usually exchange gifts on Valentine's Day?" she asked, biting her lip and looking down at the ground.

Wade grasped her tighter, pulling her into him even more. But he ignored her comment.

"I think we should try the super thunder rocket next," uttered the masked merc, staring up at an enormous loop-de-loop rollercoaster on their right.

Missy gazed up at it, feeling a little queasy.

"I kind of just want to sit down for a while," she muttered quietly, but Wade was a little too distracted to hear her, as he listened to the screams of ride-goers as they were flung upside down and tossed from side to side.

"Babe, I cannot tell you how excited I am to ride that fucking thing!" he uttered, his white eyes staring up in awe.

But Missy didn't get the chance to reply.

Before she could uttered another word, a loud yell came from behind them.

"Deadpool!"

The pair of them swung around, suddenly coming face to face with-

"Clint, fucking, Barton," said Wade, narrowing his white eyes. "What do I owe this pleasure?"

Hawkeye was stood before them, dressed in all black, bow and arrow pointed towards Wade's chest.

"What do you think?" said Clint in a low voice as people all around them shrieked, running for cover. "You've gotten in the way of every single one of my missions this week."

"Maybe because those jobs were supposed to be mine…" said Deadpool, letting go of Missy and stepping forward. "But ohhhh no! Fucking Katniss Everdeen here was thought to be better suited than I was."

"Maybe because you're a liability," scoffed Clint.

Missy closed her eyes for a few long seconds, letting out a slow breath. She felt like she was going to pass out at any moment and the inane bickering was not helping one little bit!

"Wade…" murmured Missy. But the masked merc was already marching up towards Clint, lifting his gun from his holster.

Missy let out a long breath as everything in here head turned fuzzy and her vision swam.

She wandered over to a lamppost, clutching hold of it tightly trying to keep herself upright.

"_I'm_ the liability?" she heard Wade say loudly behind her. "Have you ever met your good friend Bruce Banner? That man is more volatile that the entire Kardashian family. You know you're just jealous because I'm better than you?"

There was a pause and Clint let out a small chuckle. "Really?" he said in an incredulous voice.

"Yuh-huh," said Wade, as Missy let out a long breath of air a few feet behind him. "Let's just say you're the Legolas to Black Widow's Gimli and I'm more…..hmmmm…. Aragorn? Or maybe Gandalf before he smoked all of that pot… I'm just saying that Fury made a mistake sending you, a sidekick at the very best, instead of a real fucking superhero like me."

Missy's vision grew blurry, and her head pounded.

Everything from that moment on was a bit of blur to her. From behind her she could hear the loud sound of gunfire and heavy boots on the wooden boards of the pier, but they all sounded distant. As if it was all happening a world away.

After a minute or two, a shadow fell across her.

Missy looked up, taking a long moment for the red-suited figure before her, to finally come into focus.

It was Wade, grinning from behind his mask….. with a large arrow sticking out of his head.

Missy paled, she could feel all colour draining from her face as she stared up at him.

"Look babe," said Wade in an excitable, yet entirely 'out of it' voice, staggering slightly. "In the spirit of Valentine's Day, I've been shot with Cupid's arrow!"

But before he could say another word, Missy puked all over Wade's shoes.

"No exactly the reaction I was hoping for…" he mumbled, as Missy swayed on the spot for a long moment, before collapsing to the floor in a heap.

"Yeahhhh, I might do that too," said Wade in a breezy voice, clutching the arrow at his head, as he too fell backwards, hitting the ground with a loud WHUMP…

* * *

><p><strong>Please review! :)<strong>


	10. Chapter 10

"Try again," uttered Wade, his arms folded across his spandex covered body and his feet propped up on Missy's bed.

It had been two days since she had been hospitalised with the flu.

Missy had passed out on the pier, right beside Wade. Luckily for her, Clint Barton was a good guy. He had, of course, left Wade where he was, with an arrow through the head, but had taken Missy to the nearest hospital.

Since eventually regaining consciousness and finding her here, the masked merc had barely left her side since. Although if she was honest, she had been pretty hopped up on medication and sick with fever to even realise this for the most part.

Missy gave a tired sigh. "I don't know…" she said grumpily. "Sheets?"

They had been playing I-spy for the past twenty minutes. Missy, not having had the energy to argue, had just gone along with it.

"You've already said that…" he murmured, scratching at his masked face.

Missy gave a groan. "Then I don't know. There's only so many thing's in this room it can be, Wade!" she said irritably.

"Give up?" he said, cocking his head as Missy nodded vaguely. "It was '_Sexy Motherfucker'_." He hitched his thumbs, to his chest, gesturing to himself.

Missy rolled her eyes, letting her head fall back against the pillow behind her. "Technically that's two words…" she muttered, but Wade was no longer listening, his masked face turned towards the door as there came a gentle knock.

Missy turned her stiff neck to see Colossus and Negasonic Teenage Warhead standing in the doorway.

"Ugh, what the fuck are you two doing here?" said Wade in an accusing voice, narrowing his white eyes towards the pair.

The looming metal figure of Colossus merely lifted a small gift basket piled high with fresh fruit.

"We thought we'd bring gift for Missy," he said in a strong accent, stepping gently into the room. "Fruit is good, it will help when you're sick."

Missy smiled as he set the basket down upon her nightstand, next to an enormous bunch of flowers which had arrived for her the day before.

"Thank you," she croaked. "That's really sweet of you."

Negasonic, or Ellie as Missy knew her, sat down at the foot of Missy's bed, giving Wade's shoes a look as she did so.

"What the hell is on your feet?" she asked, frowning.

Wade looked down at his navy crocs, waggling his toes beneath them.

"Glorious aren't they?" he said with a happy sigh. "Made from only the best croslite foam resin. I had to switch to these bad-boys after _someone_ threw up all over my boots."

He glanced up at Missy, who merely shook her head, not even having the energy to argue with him.

"Wade you should not be wearing these for mission," said Colossus disapprovingly. "You need good arch support. These are not good for high impact activities such as running or killing."

"Thanks for the info, _Doc_," said Wade with a huff, waving his hand dismissively. "Visiting hours are almost over. The pair of you should take your lame-ass fruit and fuck the fuck off."

Colossus folded his arms and shot the masked merc a look.

"Wade," he said in a disapproving tone. "Mind your language in front of ladies."

Negasonic raised her eyebrow and looked over. "He's just pissed about us beating him to the punch on that job last week," she said in a low drawl, before going back to chewing on her gum.

"Fuck you, Frodo!" said Wade defensively. "I was so close to taking those guys down and I could have done it with my eyes closed if you two fucking idiots hadn't have stepped in."

Colossus shook his head, ignoring Wade's comment, before turning back to Missy. "How are you feeling? Getting the flu can really take it out of you," he said concernedly.

But Missy gave a small smile, brushing back her long, loose hair from her clammy face.

"I'm feeling a lot better, thanks," she said in a quiet voice. "The nurses say that after I take my next two doses of meds I can probably go home."

Wade grinned behind his mask.

"And then it won't be long until we're-" he said leaning forwards and covering Negasonic's ears with his gloved hands. "-fucking like bunny rabbits again."

Negasonic, tugged her head away, shooting Wade a dark look as Missy, despite the lack of colour in her cheeks, still managed to turn the slightest shade of pink.

"I thought the two of you were just friends," said Negasonic, glancing between the pair.

"Er, we are…" said Missy, glancing down in embarrassment and plucking at a loose thread on the corner of her bedsheets.

"Well, you take good care of her, Wade," said Colossus in a fatherly voice, pointing at the merc. "Missy is special to you, but sometimes you act too much like a fool to keep her safe."

Missy saw Wade scowl behind his mask.

"Don't question my priorities, _Colossus_," he said in a dangerous tone.

But Negasonic cut across him before he could continue. "I think he was just talking about taking her to the fair when she's sick then getting shot through the head with an arrow," she said with a smirk.

"Well whatever…" murmured Wade huffily, folding his arms across his chest. He glanced up at Missy for a moment before looking swiftly away.

"Are you sure you're both ok to be here?" asked Missy after a long few seconds, gazing up at the two X-Men. "I don't want you to catch the flu too."

Colossus gave a shrug. "Us mutants are pretty immune to most things," he said in an easy tone. "It would take something pretty big to make us sick."

Missy smiled as the enormous metal man strolled back over to her nightstand. "These flowers," he said taking in a deep sniff of the large bouquet of blooms. "They are very beautiful."

Negasonic leaned forwards, reaching over for the small notecard sticking out of the arrangement.

"'To Missy," she read in her usual bored drawl. "Hope you feel better soon, we're all missing you around the office. Love Steve.'"

Missy gave a gulp and looked over at Wade.

"Baby," she said gently. "Now don't be pissed…"

Wade gaped, getting to his feet and snatching the notecard from Negasonic's hand.

The flowers had arrived yesterday whilst Wade was in the bathroom. He hadn't even acknowledged them on his return, and definitely hadn't questioned them.

"That fucking Ice-Pop is sending you flowers now?" he said re-reading the scrawled writing. "And you didn't tell me!?"

Missy gave a groan.

"Because I knew you'd freak out like this!" she snapped, shaking her weary head. "They're from everyone at the office, Shelly called and asked if I'd gotten them."

Wade scowled. "_Love Steve_," he said in a simpering voice. "Who does that star-spangled asshole think he is?"

"Maybe he is just trying to be nice," offered Colossus, but Wade cut across him angrily.

"Can it, Tin Man!" he snarled, before turning back to Missy. "If that _40 Year-Old Virgin_ thinks he's getting anywhere near you he's got another thing coming."

Negasonic gave a smirk. "I don't see any flowers from you, Douchepool," she shot at him.

Wade paused in his raging, throwing Negasonic a dark look. "Well….the old PayPal account is a little dry this month," he said with a huff, before slumping back down onto his seat, defeated.

Missy smiled down at him.

"I'm not going to run off into the sunset with him, if that's what you're scared of," she said in a quiet voice.

"Pfft," said Wade, with a moody shrug. "I'm fucking Deadpool, I'm not scared of anything."

Missy and Negasonic both rolled their eyes in unison, just as a portly nurse bustled into the room.

She barely batted an eyelid at the 8 foot tall metal giant,that had squeezed himself into the tiny room.

"Ok, I think Melissa here, needs her rest," she said bustling over to Missy, handing her a small cup of pills before tucking the sheets in tightly around her.

Negasonic hopped off the bed scowling at the nurse, before heading over to the door.

"Catch you later I guess," she said to Missy in a civil tone, before frowning over at Wade. "Laters Dickwad."

"Same to you, Edward Cullen," said the masked-merc in a mock salute.

Colossus, leaning in towards Missy, patted her very gently on the arm as the nurse fussed around her.

"Take care of yourself," he said in a low, kindly voice as Missy smiled up at them both.

"Thanks for coming," she said in a tired voice. "And thanks for the fruit."

"That was no problem we-" but Colossus paused md-sentence causing everyone to look over at him. "AH…AH..ATCHOO!"

The entire room shuddered as Colossus let out an ear-deafening sneeze.

"Mutants are immune to most things?" said Wade in a playful voice, cocking his masked-head towards Colossus as Negasonic steered the metal man out of the room.

"Now _you_ can stay," said the nurse after they had left, pointing at Wade and shooting him a severe look. "But only if you make sure you let her rest."

Wade gave a sulky nod as the nurse finally bustled from the room.

Missy downed her pills one by one as the room was suddenly filled with a stony silence.

After an age she glanced up at the masked merc.

"Are you angry?" she said in a quiet tone. She was exhausted after a pretty long and intense twenty minutes.

Wade looked up at her, giving a sigh.

"Babe… as if I could be angry at you," he said, smiling at her from behind his mask. "Steve, fucking Rogers though, I have a big fucking problem with!"

Missy sighed.

"Just so you know, I'm not interested in Steve," she mumbled, shifting down under the covers slightly and laying her head back against the pillow. "And once I'm fully recovered, I'm going to fuck your brains out."

Wade let out a needy groan, throwing his head back in frustration.

"Stop…." he said shaking his head. "You're fucking killing me."

Missy gave a small smile.

"Well, if I can't have you," he said stretching out in his seat. "I think we're going to need a distraction…."

Missy raised her eyebrow at him in interest, as she downed her last pill.

Wade repositioned his feet on her bed, getting comfortable and narrowed his eyes, gazing around.

"I spy…"

* * *

><p><strong>Are you still interested in WadeMissy? Did you want me to carry on with this? Please review! :)**


End file.
